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WHY NOT?

“Ton tell me that your child is dead,
Anal .cm.m-.-i with a smil

And ir{'lh--nnnm«?;on:l :m' o
And with s song your T beguile!

*And why not smile? If she had gone
To dwell in sunny Italy—
hose palaced

*Would | ot joy to follow

In thought bheneuth those clessic skics,
To note with oterg ch g Acene

The rapture in ber g young eyeal

“Yeot with my winging jor, aias?
Always n gmdr:u four would mate,

Kot knowing when along the way
Bome nameless woe might lie in walt;

*“But now for her, with love ensphered,
Ko evil thing can work irs r]um=

Safe talismaned from |l she treads
The felds where living fountains well,

“Why then not smile and opon wide

Ny windows to the blpssed light,

nee she forevermore abides

Iu thut fair Iand thet knows no night 7
Mary B. Sleight, in Congregationalist,

—————

A BLACK SHEEP.

A —

Curly Schwartz, the Little Nailer,
and His Happy Marriage.

It was seven o'clock on = cool Sep-
tomber evening.  The sun had set upon
Smoketon, but a doll red glow still
lingerod in the heavens, above the heavy
bar of smoke that lay upon the horizon.
Above the cool, gray river, in which the
red evening glow and the twinkling
Tighta of the ¢ity lay elearly reflected,
the “‘clustering  spires”™ of Smoketon
Island stood ont sgainst the darkening
sky; the long arch of the bridge, with
it lights gleaming in red and gold,
gave n tonch to the picture that was al-
most Venetian: the evening star hung
low in the west, and from aloftier height
the young moon looked calmly upon the
peaceful scene.

That the horizon bar of =moke was
mnch less heavy than wsunl gave no
menner of satisfaction to Thisbe Bar-
ton us she paced hurriedly back and

forth by the riverside, with her masses | ¥

of tawny hair unprotected from the
evening brevze.  For absence of smoke
in Smoketon meant idle factories, and
what that meant Thishe and many
others had had an exeollent chanee to
learn during the four months” strike,
which n= yet showed no sign of drawing
10 1 close.

A step behind her made her turn 1o
meet the gaee of a rather small and
narrow-chested Tadividoal whose pale,
dark face and stooping shoulders wore
at onee reduced to insigniticance by con-
trast with the girl's vigorous person-
ality,

“Is that you, Carly Schwartz®" she
asked mther roughly.  =I've just heard
something of you, and if it's true, you'll
sav good-hye to Thisbe Barton.”

The man heaved a long sigh as he
took off his hat and ran his fingers
through the crisp, dark Jocks that had
bwtem the origin of his nick-name.

I guess Ul have to do thal, anyway,
Thisbe,””  he answered meekly, The
girl drew hersell up haughtily, while
Ber brown cves mave an angry flash.

“What are vou talkin' about?" she
asked wrathfnlly.

“I'm talkin’ about how I've been
goin” around with vou for better'n two
vears,” he answered, “not to speak of
havin’ loved you all my lifc—and yon
was real good to me when we was chil-
«fren. Thishe.
Smoketon have I ever looked at, and
you know it: yet you won't say neither
¥es nor no, prompt and decided; and [
can’t stand it no longer.”

“And s0,”" the girl answered with
slow scorn, *‘as if I had not lowered my-
selfenough by goin’ around with a mere
“fecder.’ vou have gone and turned
“black sheep,” o make me ashamed to
hold up my head before my brathers."

“And if I have turned “black sheep,”
Ivb--re'a the harm?" be demanded sul-
enly.

*Where's the harmin bein” a traitor?”
#he demanded, yet more enraged by his
ignoring her connection with the mat-
ter.  ““Where's the harm in givin® in to
lower wages, like a coward?”

*l ain’t I'm goin' on as a nailer, at
munr wages than ever I got in my

e

“Yes: betrayin® your class, and takin®
the place of a better man than your-
selt.”’

“I'm doin’ nothin’ of the kind. My
«class is the feeder nailers, and I'm bene-
fittin® one of them— givin' him 2 rise in
life. O, Thishe,”” faltering suddenly in
li'is d;!;i;:m sufdennuus and looking into

er with appealing pathos. 0,
“Thisbe, don’t be so hard on a fellow! I
ain't a cowand, nor a traitor, neither,
If "twas only me, I conld starve or beg
as well as any one; but there's my
old mother—what is she todo while I'm
waitin' for the nailers to get the wages
that suits 'em? I've done everything a
man could do since this strike beg
I've even swep’ the streets and n
glad enough to get the job; but there's

lenty more as bad off as me, and jobs

hard to get. More than that, Thisbe,
I've been drove hall mad by vou,
Llowin' hot one minute and cold the
®2xt; one day smilin’ on _me, and the
zext on that Geoff. Wallon, the big
foul. He's one of the nailers T'm to be
kep' starvin’ to please, ain't he? No!
I want work, hard work, to keep mo
:r‘nmhthinkinl'-. Tlmdxl: g{ve the chance

a better place an” bigher wages than
¥ ever had, an’ I'm a-goin’ to take ‘em;
wou'll never sneer at me for bein' ‘only
a foeder’ again, anvway.™

*Have vouo finished?” ssked Thisbe,
white with pussion, *“because 1 don't
wish to interrupt you; but if vou are
quite sure you are entirely lhmuﬁ: 1
bave something to tell yon. Geofl. Wal-
ton asked me again last night to marry
him, and | promised to give him an
answer this evenin®. He told me vou
was poin’ on at the mill, or I'd 2" said
Fesright off. So 1 ecame out here to
think it over, and I've made up my
mind.  He's o true man. Geofl. is; you
won't eatch him goin back on the work-
ingman and trucklin’ to the oppressor;
#0 1 think 1 shall say yes.™

*“Then I wish you may get what you
deserve,” said Curly, turning abruptly
on his heel and walking off, without the
ceremony of a farewell.

Thisbe stood looking after him in ut-
ter silence, ber hands clenched at her
sides, her msitt:h diluted, her whole
figure tense with anger. Anger, tog,
with which surprise was largely mingled,
for Curly Schwartz had been her bumble
slave for 50 Jong that she could scarcely
rothemding ety L
inde| - e
him all the better forit after a while.
Eves in the midst of ber rage there was

Not another girl in | PO

. | was very little the girl could learn in

s strange new ache at her heart which
::meudlydenied even to her own

“As if T cared for him,” sho muttered
as she tied on ber hat and turned her
lun:- I:;:memm!. 4

urly had wal ¢ In the diroe-
tion of Brown's miE Ff:s was not a
coward, as he had truly said; but if his
intention to turn “*black shecp™ had
ten wind the Jess be was seen alone
dark the better. Smoketon we
not d ed for their ient vigi-
many a striker would have
asked no better fun than to knock the
“traitor’’ quietly over the head.

Brown's mill stood at the end of
Brown street, with the hill behind it
Not immediately behind, however.
There was quite a stretch of compara-
tively level ground, even before one
came 1o the railrosd, which ran along a
sort of ledge or terrace, just before the
really steep ascent began. Bat, unless
one tu and went back some distance
along Brown street, and then “‘fetched
1 mmi.wu" by means of alleys and
other eircuitous byways, the only mode
of getting from front to rear, or vice
versa, of ﬁmwn'l mill was through the
mill-yard.  All of which (.‘.url_vnknew

# lower, Curly Schwarta.
mmum?munyfuwm
and I don't know how necar they may
be. Icould not warn you any sooner.
They swear they'll burn the mill over
your heads.™

Is Geoff. Walton init?" asked Cu
in a whisper. The gate was still ¢l
bﬂmﬂmbﬂ the boards of the

nce of
, “you've no time to

without noting, aswe all know perfectly | luse.

unimportant matters which may never-
theless come to influence our fature.
The gates were closed, but they d
at his knock and he pusied within the
wide inclosure.

The great strike at Smoketon was
eaused by something only too familiar
to our day and generation—haste to
got rich. A secondary cause was over-
production. Thers were several other
canses not entirely ereditable to our hu-
man natare, and finally there came a
reduction  of the scale of wages.
Brown’s mill, after standing idle for
four months, had secured the services
of a number of feeder-nailers and was
now prepared to go to work. A part
of the mill had been fitted up as a dor-
mitory, ample provisions had been laid
in, and there were signals, pass-words,
ete., already in vogue among the hands,
most of whom came from a neighboring
city. In short, it was evident the own-
ers did not expect to carry out their
plans without opposition.

Nor did the strikers intend they
should. Thishe Barton knew that per-
feetly well, but had not nsed it as an ar-
gument in speaking to her lover, partly
from a latent fear that he might be in-
fluenced thereby, for in her heart she
liked the “black shoep™ too well to wish
to soc him prove a cowarnd. Theirs had
been o strange alliance. Thisby, the
Al st of cight children and the one
dawghter, had during her twenty years
of life been petted, spoiled and indulged
by futher, brothers and a weak and some-
what silly mother, who thought no one
in the world so beantiful or clever as
her young daughter.  And indeed the
girl must be allowed the eredit of being
n marnificent animal. Her auburn hair
when unbound, fell to her knees in a
mass of shining ripples; her eves had
the brightness, not  only of perfect
health, but of fearless spirit; her com-
plexion all the brilliance possible to
Smoketon, while her form was that of
a beauwtiful Amazon. Curly, on the
other band, small, slight, and appar-
ently predestined to nailers” consump-
tion, was the only son of a widowed
mother; and while the Bartons wero
comparatively well off in this world’s

wuls, the Sehwartzes had not a penny
wyond what Curly eould earn by his
work in the mill. Thisby Barton had
stood by him womanfully ever sinee, in
his eighth year he had been left father-
less and well-nigh friendless.  She was
in age a vear younger, in appearance
several years older; than the puny,
sickly boy whom she loved better than
any of her seven hrothers, and pro-
teeted with the fiereeness of a tigress in
defense of her voung. The taunts of
her brothers about her *little sweet-
heart, who could not even read a cirens
ter,” had merely the effect of indue-
ing her to impart her own seanty stock
of information to him after work hours,
which amatenr pedagogism. reacting
upon herself, gave ber a much more
thorough knowledge of what she had
learned than has been usual among
vsweet girl sraduates™ since the youth-
ful days of our grandmothers.

When they grew up this state of
things underwent some little change,
and Curly, who had always looked
upon Thisbe as his personal and
culiar property, was overwhelmed with
consternation to find himself snubbed
lected, while the young beanty
Ianghed, flirted and accepted candy and
bugey rides—favorite offsprings of
Smoketon’s brave to Smoketon's fair—
from those more favored by fortune
than himself. True, it was only her
bead that was torned; her heart was
still in the right place—that is to say,
in the p ion of Curly hi If; but
bow was he to be sure of that?

It was & matter ﬁ which Thisbe
grew to have little bt in the long
days that followed bis turning **black-
sheep.”  Perha the Dbitter abuse
showersd u im helped to enlist her
sympathies in his behalf: butshe kept her
own counsel, and was credited by her
brothers with having at last “got over
her nonsense about that fellow.” But
Thisbe had her reasons for being silent.
The attack on Brown's mill not
been abandoned but only delayed by
the absence of one of the lesders. It

and n

relation to it, her brothers and their
friends being by no means given to im-
parting their intentions to women; but
by close ohservation and diligent atten-
tion to every word let fallin her pres-
enve she at became acquainted with
the time and manner in which the
"tmmmr" was to be “‘enjoined.™
time was the night of the very
day upon which her information was
gamed. Perhaps the westher had
exercised a determining influence u
the situation, for it was just the day for
Y mm&ravy. with a fog almost equal
to a “London partic’lar.”” Thisbe re-
tired to her own room as soon as possi-
ble after the supper, of which her
brothers and their guest, Geoffrey Wal-
ton had partaken with the appetite per-
taining to an & pmvini conscience.
With a woman's skill she had man
to keep Geoff, at arm’s length, teliing him
she had determined not to engage  her-
#elf to any one till the strike should be
over; but as his ce made ber
thereafter slightly uncomfortable she
feigned a headache as an excuse for re-
tiring. Her mother. in some alarm
suggested remedy after remedy, whereat
Thisbe showed such temper as insured
uninvaded seclusion for the rest of the
evening.

It was late when she heard her
mother’s heavy step mount the siairs
mdx:ue for a moment ot her door;
but

“But what will become of yon?"

*Sh! rouse the mill; I'm safe enough.

el and the girl was gone.

But where? Already the strikers
were too near to allow her to return  as
she hnd come, and escape in any other
direction was provented by tgu mill
itsell. Nothing better ocenrred to her
than to crouch behind a pile of stones
snd rubbish, a little way up the hill,
until the rioters should arrive, when,
favored by the darkness, she hoped to
make her way through the crowd as
one of themselves. If they should
suspeot and molest her—the girl's
beautiful lips parted in a notvery pretty
smile as he caught up a tolerably-size 1
stone from the heap and held it firmly
in her strong right hand.

(et for all her cournge the seene which
followed returned upon her many times
in after years as a dream of horror—the
breaking open of the gnte, the shouts of
defiance from within, the masked f
ures piling flaming brands against the
door, undeterred by a scattering pistol-
firo from the defenders. The mill was
well provided with arms and ammuni-
tion, but perhaps the nerve of the be-
sieged was shaken by the suddenness of
the attack. or perhaps they were not
well accustomed to the use of their
weapons.  Whatever the eause, the vol-
ley did Jittle harm bevond stinging the
rioters into increased fury.

And now the door began to smolder
and erackle, when suddenly it was flnng
wide and a party of the besieged rushed
through the fire, scattering and stamp-
ing it out as lhey dashed upon the
rioters, while another party flung pails
of water upon the smoldering door and
the still-burning brands.  For a moment
the rioters gave back: but as the be-
sieged, their object accomplished, made
an _equally sudden rush for the mill,
their opponents rallied and followed
close at their heels with vells of de-
fianee. .

Curly Schwartz had besn one of the
foremost in this sally. Thishe, who,
unable to muke her way home, had
been swept forward instead by the
crowd, saw his form clearly defined
against the dull, red glow of the fur-
nace fires within the low, wide doorway.
Nor was she the only one who recog-
nized him.  There was a shout, a enrse
upon him by name, and a heavy club
mised by a powerful arm. Then af
stone, which ecertainly came from
Thisbe's direction, struck Geoffrey Wal-
ton’s wrist; the arm fell by his side, and
Carly’s pistol touched histemple. Only
for an instant, for beneath the blac

» npon which the furnace fires
leamed all so red, Curly seemed to sve
the innocent eyes of the boy with whom
he had played in childhood. His arm
dro and he turned with the rest to
regain the shelter of the mill. At the
same moment a erushing blow fell upon
him from behind; he dropped like a log
and the trampling of many feet passed
over his body.

- - - - -

That he was drawn by strong and ten-
der arms into a sheltered corner, Curly
never knew for many a long day after-
ward; but when the rioters withdrew at
the ‘ippmb of day, leaving Brown's
mill in no very good condition for work,
he was found with his head resting upon
the Iap of a beautiful girl, who Jooked
up with eyes of mingled hope and dread
as she cried: *“He isn't dead, I'm sure
of it. O, belp me take him home!"

From that time Thisbe never left him.
He was carried to his own house, where
slowly but happily he regained somo
measure of his former strength. He
was never more able for hard work, and
it is difienlt to imagine what wonld
have become of him and hiz old mother
but for the wife who had married him
when he lay npon his sick bed, unable
to move hand orfoot. Thisbe, however,
was equal to anything—even to bearing
the reproaches of her family. They
were very bitter at first, but even her
brothers used their influence to protect
both herself and her busband, whom in-
deed the nailers were not inclined to
molest, from a perhaps well-founded
conviction that his “*punishment’’ (what-
ever they meant by that) had been
meted out by Providence. But after a
few years the Bartons so far relented as
to assist their erring sister %0 open a
small sh in serving which Curl
found employment not too hard for b

feeble
before this the trouble between
the workingmen “bosses”™ of
Smoketon had been submitted to arbi-
tration and settled. Then came a
war and a consequent boom

in iron. Some of the mill men (who
perhaps had a finger or two in other
) grew suddenly rich,

among whom was Geoffrey Walton, now
married and the head of & family. His
wife became a leader in Smoketon so-
ciety, and ber handsome carriage often
passed the little, one-windowed shop
where Thisbe officiated with unfailing
ﬁwd temper and the brightest of smiles,

ut no sign of reeognition ever came
from carriage to shop, even when upon
bright summer days Curly’s chair was
set upon the pavement and his pale
figure luxuriated in the sunshine. Then
be would grumble bitterly ajainst what
be called his fortune, and his wife would
answer, as she tossed her bright-haired
baby until he erowed again, while dark-
eved Lina clung timidly to her dress,

“You keep still, Curly Schwartz. I'm
the one to complain, for | might "a been
ridin' in that carriage now if I'd a
chose."

**Bat you ain’t sorry, Thishe?" Curly
would ssk, with an anxious glance into

gns was out, and Thishe gave| her f:

no sign; so Mrs. Barton went on to
Then Thisbe heard the exit of the
male portion of her v, and then,
after an interval during which all was
uiet, & muflled figure stole

1 the staircase and out into the fog-
gy strect. There was little need for

iset she discovered; the fog

vy a2 mother would scarcel
k=own her own child half a

ace.
“Not much!" would be the vigorons
“I never ecould abi the
of that Geoff. Walton, anyhow,"
(O Thisbe, Thisbe, what a memory you
have!) “and besides, & woman ean’t be
more than perfeotly happy, s¢ems to me.
More than that, whatever would you do
without me, Curly?"
“Die,” Curly would answer quietly.
Then a momentary glance of tender-

NORUMBEGA. [ ]
The First Land Discovered on the Amert-
can Costloent.
Norumbega has occupied a sort of
wythical place in New England history,
and hitherto it has been pretty unani-

* | mously located up the Penobscot, where

all sorts of fables have been woven

about it, until if has even come to be

and interesting investigations made by

Prof. E. N. Horsford, of Cambridge, on

the subject have been published by the

American . Prof

nm»m'-cmmm to

the matter unmol thetgv?ﬁga-
dnmrl:i

names of Boston, by him in
the i read before the
New ¢ Geneological

proass Lol g el
gong og¥ or et
g:u led Itl.lm to he::?im‘a stme‘t,:n
a large nnm n
ical names in New England, ﬁndm;
N.I’;?nr and lhhe:;ried him into
a nvestigation by which he has
reached two important historical dis-
coveries.

First, the site of the landfall of John
Cabot in 1497; second, the site of the
Fort Norum of the French, on the
banks of the river bearing the same
name, and of the Indian settlement
uearthe fort—the agency of Thevet—
and near it the Norumbega of Alle-
fonsee, visited in 1859 by the sailor In-

and his companions of the un-
Il“ortunah.- expedition of Sir John Haw-
ims.

The first Prof. Horsford places at
Salem, which ia therefore the first point
on the American continent mm:lmc[m by
Euro) Columbus baving reached
nothing but islands until after that time.
The site of the old French fort Is in the
immediate vicinity of Boston, being in
tho town of Weston at the point where
Stony brook empties into Charles river.
Prof. Horsford was led to the conclusion
that this must be the site where the old
fort stood, and therefore concluded to
take a look at the locality. He, there-
fore, drove ont from Cambridge with a
friend through a region which he had
never before  visited, and  of which he
knew nothing. exeept as indicated on
the maps, and there he indeed found
the remains of the fort.

The reseurch has involved a great
amount of gmﬁmphiral and  historical
ns well as ological study, n valu-
able collection of rare old mups; has
been ace lated, and old anpublished
nunuseripts have been examined, some
of which were in the great collections
of the public library at Paris, where
Prof. Horsford had copies made for him.

In the present article, Prof. Horsford
simply outlines the direction, method
and results of his studies, proposing to
embody the matter in more elaborate
shape later on. It is held that Norum-
bega was a name which John Cabot
brought back with him, and did not be-
stow, but found. It was natural that it
should have been inferred by him to be
the partienlar name of a certain locality
a notion which, as Prof. Hi says,
ull stndents alike have inherited, and
which has obsoured research in rd
to the landfall from that day to this.
Dr. Trumbull, the great authority, has
pointed out that each Indian geograph-
ical name was descriptive of the place
to which it was affi Therefore the
lirst thing to be found out was what
Norumbega means. This is ingenionsly
done by tracing the word throughout
New England in its various ifica-
tions in the several Algonquin dialects,
and noting the tor: phical features
of the places to which it is applied.” On
glancing at the Indian names as he had
arranged them in columns against their
respective latitudes along the outline as
given in the chart of the United States
const survey from the St. Lawrenoe to
Long Island Sound he remarked a strik-
ing peculiarity. The names grew easier
of utterance as one moved south-
ward, For instance, Quebeec on
the St. Lawrence, became Ahque-
bogne on Long Island. *‘Asone moved
southward from a region where the con-
ditions of living were hard to whera
they were less exacting, from the region
where life was & perpetual st tos
region there was relative leisure;
where thers were more extended manu-
factures (wampum), more commerce
(furs), more decoration—the names
became softer—as they become softer as
ane goes from Norway southward to
Italy or Spain.™

Naumkeag, or Nahumbeak, is the
ancient Indian name of Salem. It first
occurs in the record of Captain John
Smith, and is the only name between
the Merrimac and the Charles that at
all su Norumbega. The name is
found to mean water without current,
and, on the coast, would be ied to &
bay or harbor. Analyzed, Nahum-
beak is found to mean *‘divided bay,"
or “divider of the bay,"” according as it
is lied to land or water. It would
apply to S8alem Neck, which divides the
waters of the North and South rivers
locally so-called.

The description of all the early voy-
agers, when compared with their charts
et il poin to this piace a he landtal
ele., al nt to this ast
of John E:{bl. whose sailing directions
were naturally followed by those who
came after him.

Itisn known that the early French
voyagers all established a trading town
on these shores, where beaverand other
furs were found in great abundance,
and all the deseriptions thereof accorded

with the point on Charles river above |j

mentioned, and which appears to bhe
confirmed by Prof. Horsford's remarka-
ble discovery of the remains of the old
fort. The article is accompanied by a

of the place, made from n survey
by the engineer of the Cambridge wa-
ter-works, whose great new reservoir
is on Stony brook, close by. This plan
sustains the description of Thevet, in
regard to the ditch and general fea-
tures,  This ditch, which took its water
from Stony brook, Prof. Horsford
found was known to the proprivtor
from boyhood, who supposed it had
served for purposes of irrigation.  But,
though the property had been in his

¥y for a eentury or more, he had
never beard of it be!;ﬁ used for any
pu whatever. e ditch is, alto-
E:Funbmt two thonsand three hun-

feet long, of uniform level from
the point on Stony brook, where it re-
ceived the water, to where it discharged
beyond the fort into the Charles.— Hos-
fon Herald.

——— >
—The Pennsylvania Railroad recently
barned up fiftcen hundred nseless coul
cars Lo get the old iron in them.
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gr%uri:l?dmxlru
ute: urions and dangerous.
sehlld’huhnendﬁm insane th
intense fear. So instilled
these things in their for
would not tell a lie, you know—that it
takes years and years of after-life to
lhmugsgcruﬁuum.
The ter had a kind. good,
sacrificing mother—God bless her!—but
she committed this one error in bring-
ing up her children. Many atime [ s
}:m c:'lhl; with covered head and suf-
most  intense y of
fur; many a ub‘:it 1 nug;;v;n:
nto spasms u eanght
dark, which l’mll . ]:'E:Il'd with
strange and fearful beings, and franght
with unseen dangers for nanghty boys
like unto me. And, to say,

1

X

these feelings followed me nearly io |any

manhood, and I believe they still lurk
somewhere in my innermost nature.
Now, mothens, for the very love you
bear your children, avold great er-
ror. Bring them up as near as you can
without the knowledge of fear. I fear
be shown by them al any time try fo
reason it away, and show them that
there is no canse for it, if there be none.
Tell them no tules of ghosts, ogres,

goblins, or other im;l;iinrﬂ characters, |
of ho

neither tell them realities,
such as Indian atrocities and the like.
Such narratives take a deeper hold on
their young minds than npon maturer
intelleets, and many n little one awakes
at midnight with the eold sweat of ter-
ror on his brow, from the elfects of some
blood-cardling tale he had heard or rend
before going to bed.

Make the little folks live as happily as
possible, and #o bring them up Iﬁﬂ. in
after-life they shall have no cause to
entertain hard feelings towards their
parents.— Good Honsckeeping.

—_—————————

PRETTY CONCEITS,

Novelties ln Caps, Dresses, Duitons and
Kid  Gloves

Jersex, polo, and Scotch eaps are all
waorn by small girls.

Many elegant dresses are provided
with two bodices; a high corsage for
day wear, and low oo for evening we-
ceplions.

Fur hoods made of scalskin, are
popular for sleighing and are usually be-
coming, they are borderod with otter,
or light beaver.

sgant cloth costumes have bands of
blnck Astrakhan around the bottom of
the skirt on the jacket, and also on the
turban and muff, which are now con-
sidered ry pani

A new pottery called *“Peach Bloom™
has the exact tints and shades of a ripe
peach. This beautiful and low-priced
ware is shown in vases and pitchers of
handsome shapes. The « ware is
pretty in the new yellow shade.

Buttons were never so handsome as
at present, some of them are so richly

| runner, which
| bottom of the sled. The top of the to- | Wam Union.
| boggan s just like the bottom. Itis

somewhat thicker than a sheet of writing
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eighteen schools for soldiers’ orphans,
on which $3,000,000 has been

—Tha late BSenor Dona

Busans
limited

in Madrid, and
—The State of Pennsylvania has

you will be in a condition to write.” If
this method of preparation were in more
ir use, audiences might have less

expe :
| angels really and truly have wings, in-
| somuch that cften he hns to drive with
| one hand, using his other arm to hold
| the angel from flying away.

| *Good morning, Aaron. What can 1

Addenda—] have known the same

thing to happen in this Unitsd States.—
ﬂl.l'&rut. in Brookiyn Eagle.

S—— i —
HE WAS DIVORCED.

| Unele Asron‘s Gratification and his Sutes-
quent DMagust.
“Good mornin’, Marse Dick,” said
| Aaron Morse, as ho stepped into the
store of Richard Kelly, down in Missis-
sippi, and doffed his hat, holding it in
his hands behind him.

do for you this morning®" said Mr.
l‘!“ﬁ; Marse Dick.”

“Da'se me agin, Marse Dick.

"Whu‘ng;:: _mu:?‘

“Der gran’ gurer.”

“What have you been doing?”

“Nuflin, M Diek."

“You must have done something
[  Dick, or the grand jury cer-
tainly would not have indicted you.”

“Fo' God, Marse Dick, I hain’t done
PWell, what do

?f‘ , what they say you have

“Da "scuse me er compromising wi'd

a K
t‘;gknmym had been at some devil-
ment, Aaron. You've been stealing &
:t"nf. and if youn are convicted the court
'ldimfmu&nr wife for two
ears you to nitentiary.”
z “Hit will?™ ’ pe
wYan
“1 Ilf. Marse Dick, dat’s good.™

“What! going to the penitentiary for
two years good?™
“Not that part so much, but der ud-
dat what tickle me.™

“What part?"
“Gitting dat deforcement from the ole

carved and colored as to T ble jew-
els, They must be of iwo sizes, small
ones for
for draping the dress.

The new sh:de:njla gloves z.n dark
browns, garnets gray for day wear,
with silver gray mauve, putty and flesh
color for evening wear. mosque-
taire is still the favored shape, bul long
wristed buttoned gloves are worn by
Indies with plump wrists and arms.—
N. ¥, Tribune.

STOCK-BREEDING.

AF iy &
Properly Managed.

The young man who is ambitious to
become & breeder of blooded stock
should look the ground carefully over
before risking his fortune in the busi-
ness. I he makes a study of it he will
find that very few men have ever been
snecessful to the degree of making
m raising thoroughbreds, while the
list of failures is ditsressingly long.

If ot

— recent publications is
book of advice to homely girls, telling
them bow to cultivate and beauty.

knowledge that she is one of the homely

irls; but they get over that by sending
E&ir little brothers after it n they
are forced to go themselves, they inva-
riably remark that they want it for a
friend. —N. ¥. Mail.

—Minds Campbell, who died at Sa-
vanah, Ga., recently, aged ninety-five
was the mother of Tom Simms, the
fugitive slave, whose trial in Boston in
1850 created great excitement, and re-
sulted in the decision sustaining the
validity of the fugitive slave law. Bos-
ton men porchased Simms’ freedom
after he had been returned South.—
Chicago Inter-Ocean.

.—

—A bucolic salesman of the town of

n“mp):;crh" dmalt:“th‘:u i dur-
ing the FEASON to di
mmnpu!purhu and offered
w ut one Mh'l a bushel or a
[ &® . It was i g
he sad "thnwmhodr_ m“? but

almost everybody ftook a peck. and

mw;blmlt two or thres pecks.'—

e dress waist, and the larger | willing

“Then, I understand that you are
i to serve two in the
temtiary to get rid of your wife?"
“D-.l.'ndesr“mndm of hit, for er
ocoman dat don't take no intrust in her
usband, and don’t do nuffin fer he's
*sport, and forces him to skarmish in
der woods for rashuns got no bisniss
wid er hi d.™
week

and the judge gave him four, instead

of two years, and now he wants his

'ﬂelonllmmtwnwnh“zq a law-
N.Prd case to Bvdrm

mﬂfg utlbrrﬂh;rlikznhl:e ¥orce

herse ially as it costs i

= Detroit Free Press -

——e Al e
A WANT SUPPLIED.

A farmer from the romantic rogron of
the Chenango Valley was being shaved

other day, when some one spoke to one
of the barbers and called him *Count."

*What! what's that?" exclaimed the
farmer as ho sat up on end, with the
m'nmhhbu Have you a Count

“Yes, sir.”™
“Is he alive?"”
Jlu'Il

“French or Italian®’

*Ttalian."

“By George! but I want him! Here,
you t—are you married?"

“-g:'ddr": ! W be spliced?™

4 ! ant to

-:&.-y be i like t.n.;' »

“Of course ! Tve a
nineteen m who is ¢ 8':‘-“‘“;‘
an Italisn Count. She's some,

healthy, natured, and I'll give her
ten Ihunnndm- = What

dollars as s dowry.
d’ye say?"
“I'll see sbout it."
“Good!

! Go on with sha: 3
and arter I'm scraped mum
with you. Woosh! Aunt Jerusha, but
I'm in luck! Saves me trottin® that gal
clear over to Italy, and we a hus-
band for her who iz both a Count and
} barber. Secrape me off gquick!"—MN.

—There is & marked contrast between
the temporature at the surface and in
the depths of the mines on the famous
Comstock lode. While severo winter
wealther is prevailing outside the beat is
#0 intense in the levels of the
mines that the workmen, who have no
elothing on but overalls and heavy bro-
guns to protect the fect, can work only
on short intervals —San 1
Chromicle.

————————
—A daughter of Mrs. Elizabeth Cady

Stanton says that when her mother and
Miss Susan B. Anthony work g
on their *History of Woman "

they often get into animated discussions
over their subjects, and dip their pens
into_their :umihﬁn”:omm and their
mi brushes their ink bottles
Jn o excitement.— Troy
Times.

——————————————
== Tenn., is bailt over a
eave, and i the bottom of »

street drops out.

in a barber-shop on Chatham street the | the

. “dry"” dis-

reason to complain of
courses.— Congregationalisl.

—In a Chicago school. recently, the
class that was reciting the "languga
lesson™ were to give a sen-
tence with the wonl “capillary. A lit-
tle girl wrote, *Isailed acrossthe ocean
in a capi ."  When asked what she
meant by that, she tuarned to Webster's
unabridged and trinmphantly pointed
out this definition—**Capillary: a fino
vessel." Further investigations showed
that nearly all the class had mude the
same blunder.— The Ad

—A curious company went over from
New York to Brooklyn a few Sanday
ago. It consisted, among oth-
ers, of the Rev. Mr. Haweis, Courtland
Palmer, Andrew Carnegie and two
daughters of Bob Ingersoll. Mr. Beecher
knew they were there and he arose
to the situation and preached one of the
very hest sermons that ever came from
the Plymouth pulpit. After the sermon
he was introduced to the little party.
One of Colonel Ingersoll’'s danghters
told him that that was the first time she
had ever beem in a church in her life,
‘whbem t Mr. Beecher said that she was
e prettiest pagan he ever saw, and
the priests and the agnostics ln
bﬂhum‘ly at the pleasantry.—N. ¥. Tri-
He.

—The most remsrkable revival in

in!hemidh;oingon in the
g Islands. The missionary work

and wi
back to the fxith of their fathers.
¥ goamong the Christian converts

bearing on bamboo poles small idol
bm‘nzky make & noise with
drums shoutings E:ﬂn! al-

_mhimw

n to her boarders.— Bostu:

—Beware of oes; areral«,
and men's are like o Pr.-

Edhumiaadlj.hthhmuﬁ::
they ever get out.—Christian Adv.~

—The mind of childbood is the ten-
H earth. Le:

N Y iver. .
“What is the first thing woulddo,
Jones, if were Atun mhﬂuﬂ"

on the treatment of

anked
“'Possum!” “What

—*Aw," drawled a city swell to a coun-
try boy, whom bhe met in the road one
tnuig morning, “the superlative ge-
lidi the circumambient atmosphers
extraforancous pe
muoch less delectable than su Inne-
ous pursuits, don’t you know.” “<Gosh-
amity,”" said the boy, *doit though? I
ml-ll it was too dang cold for that.™

né Traveler.
——— e —
Forcing Business.

“Dida’t you sell any peanuts?” in-
quired the gxpuiunrcd train boy of the
leltNrecmil. Serend

“No," was A

*(io through the cr-rn‘ give eavh

a m‘|Q

The new reeruit did so.

“Now try 'em agin,” ssid the train
h;r::n rience. g

:E the new reeruit came after
more peanuts.

I

|

You want to our eyes open in
this business, young r,”" admonished
the the basket. E
body’ll eat & peanut what don’t cost

nothin', an" when he once gits the flavor
be's gone. You've got to study human,

e e
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